




















of	my	 briefs,	woke	 up.	 It	 tightened	my	 trousers	 and	made	me	 very	






















we	 will	 appear	 almost	 as	 we	 were	 the	 same	 thing.	 When	 my	 arm	
moves,	your	arm	will	move	in	the	same	manner.	We	will	 inhabit	this	
sameness	–	this	wonderful	life!		
In	 any	 case:	 let	 us	 dream	 it	 as	 a	 kind	 of	 sumptuous,	 generous	
portable	fire!	this	home,	this	banquet!	And	when	necessary,	let	it	
leap	from	our	brains,	and	desires,	and	pleasures	and	wants	so	as	
to	 become	 some	 kind	 of	 permanent	 structure,	 some	 kind	 of	
perimeter,	ready	and	able	to	hide,	contain,	reframe	that	fire,	that	
ice,	 that	 wind,	 that	 drought,	 that	 crazy	 kind	 of	 nourishment!	

























begin	with.	 This	 contact	 is	 only	 possible	 because	of	 slippery	 surface	












and	 ass	 holes!	 It	 covers	 knees,	 sheets,	 walls	 and	 beds.	 It	 creates	 a	
common	 surface	 that	 aims	 only	 to	 make	 and	 sustain	 contact	 for	
extreme	pleasure.	It	allows	for	the	shiest	of	muscle	in	the	human	body	
to	open-up,	and	become	an	organ	of	pleasure.		
I	 say	we	need	Crisco	to	 love,	 to	challenge	the	bodies	as	 ‘are’	and	to	
create	 a	 new	pleasure	monsters.	My	 dear	 old	 Faggots,	my	 dear	 old	
monsters.	We	must	wear	each	other.	Those	gestures,	which	allow	for	
this	 contact	 to	 occur,	 are	 embodiments	 of	 love,	 of	 care,	 of	
renegotiating,	re-doing	a	body.	Crisco	allows	us	to	slip	into	sense.	Into	








outside	 of	 the	 rhythm	 of	 the	 loud	 techno	 music	 playing	 in	 the	
background.	One	of	you	puts	a	porno	on	 (It	 stars	François	Sagat	my	






































I	 love	 you,	 yet	 for	 the	 sake	 of	 my	 perversities	 I	 also	 love	 another.	




pic.	Wait	 –	will	 do	 it	 again,	 the	 angle	made	 it	 look	weird	 and	 post-













the	 same	 time,	 in	 their	as-is-matter.	This	will	provide	us	with	a	new	
system,	a	new	constellation	of	sorts	that	removes	wants	and	needs	and	






different	 directions,	 non-	 contemporaneous	 with	 itself.	 Each	
moment	 is	 an	 infinite	multiplicity.	 ‘Now’	 is	 not	 an	 infinitesimal	







Without	 secrets	 to	 reveal,	 without	 confession	 one	 needs	 to	 find	
another	 form	of	hiding.	We	need	nooks	of	 comfort	where	a	deviant	
pause	changes	the	matter	in	the	experience	of	spatiotemporality.	The	
Catacombs,	 Caves,	 Darkrooms,	 Second	 Bedrooms,	 Dancefloors,	





the	past	and	the	 future	 into	an	 immediate	 intensity	 that	draws	






My	dear	old	Faggots,	 it	has	been	 too	 long	since	we	saw	each	other.	
Your	shape,	your	voice,	your	touch	and	smell	are	all	but	a	cosy	memory	
tucked	 in	 the	 nook	 of	 my	 brain.	 I	 want	 you	 to	 know,	 through	 sex,	
through	chem,	through	crazy	mess	of	excess	that	I	do	love	you.		
	
When	I	see	you	again	it	will	be	great.	But	till	then	let	us	hear	it	again:	
Crisco	Method	–	a	way	of	sliding	into	togetherness.	
Faggot	Matter	–	an	excess	of	a	things	that	disorientate.	
Palimpsestuousness	–	a	non-layered,	non-confessional	multiplicity	of	
spatiotemporality.		
	
